
I hate living at the 
rez. I'm very poor and 
almost always hungry.

And, now that my dog, is 
dead, i've lost my best 
friend, and the only 
person i feel that i can 
trust.



Because i'm such 
a weird looking 
kid, people 
point, and 
laugh, and stare 
at me all day, 
everyday. not 
to mention that 
i'm part of the 
"black eye of 
the month club."



Well that's my "so called" life.


